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Englishman who came back a few days ago could not for
any sum purchase a morsel of white bread at Calais. We
have horse-room and cart-room for being as mad as we
please. Loutherbourg, the painter, is turned an inspired
physician, and has three thousand patients. His sovereign
panacea is barley-water. I believe it as efficacious as mes-
merism. Baron Swedenborg's disciples multiply also. I am
glad of it: the more religions and the more follies the better:
they inveigle proselytes from one another. I used to be
afraid of the hosts of methodists, but Mother Church is safe
if there is plenty of heresiarchs, and physicians pretend to
a vocation too. You see, Madam, whatever you may have
thought, that I am a good subject and a good Church-of-
England-man. The fact is, all reformations are experiments,
and le jeu seldom vaut les chandelles. If one could cure the
world of being foolish, a la lonne Jieure; but to cure it of
one folly is only making room for another. If Luther could
have foreseen the bloodshed he should occasion, must he
not have shuddered? He must have been better assured
of his mission than I believe he was, if he thought that to
save any million of souls he had a right to venture the many
hundred thousands of lives that were massacred in conse-
quence of his doctrines.

You did not probably expect, Madam, that, in answer to
a how'dye I should talk to you about Luther; but I could
not send a mere card of thanks in return, and let my pen
make up something like a letter as it could. Nothing had
happened within my beat, but the arrival of Mrs. Jordan at
the theatre at Eichmond, which has raised its character
exceedingly: our Jews and G-entiles throng it. I have not
been there, for, though I think her perfect in her walk,
I cannot sit through a whole play ill performed to see her
play, however excellently, in such wretched farces as The
Romp, in which I have seen her. The weather, indeed,  assumed  by  Mr.
